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Summary: 'The boy had already had it's chance to kill him. Yet it 
chose to free him. The dragon narrowed his eyes, wondering just what 
he should do with this odd human hatchling. A pathetic hatchling that 
didn't kill dragons.' The movie through the dragon's eyes 


1 . The Boy 

**Me: I cannot believe it. This document shouldn't exist. I have 
written something other than Sonic. Why? Because I watched a really 
good movie and thought there were some cute, funny things left 
unsaid. I HAD AN IDEA OKAY! JustaC 1 suffer through it. Reviews would 
be appreciated.** 

* *Disclaimer : The How to Train Your Dragon movie and it's characters 
belong to DreamWorks or whoever.** 

The dragon was an outcast. Of this, he was certain. It wasn't his 
fault, really. The prey had been scarce that season, and many of his 
brothers had perished for bringing too little to the Controller. The 
only reason he wasn't one of them was because he had somehow managed 
to escape. He was too fast for Her. 

She cared nothing for him, knowing he could never do Her harm, and 
severed Her link with him, releasing him from Her control. Einally, 
he was free to go where he wanted. Eat what he wanted. Hunt for 
himself. His hunger was satisfied for the first time in years. But 
his brothersaC 1 

They were still under Her control, enslaved to do as She pleased. He 
couldn't abandon them. They were his f amilyaC 1 sort of. He'd hunted 
with them and fought alongside them. Together, they had suffered 
through a variety of storms, rivals, and the Controller's wrath. 


But what could he do? He could no longer hunt for Her, for he had 
been banished from their volcanic home. And they could no longer 



associate with him in any way, shape, of form. For a time, it seemed 
as though there was nothing he could do, save help his brothers hunt. 
This, he refused, for he would not serve Her, not even 
indirectly . 

Then, one day, one of his brothers, a firepelt, was hunting on a 
grassy plain, one dotted with strange little wooden structures. There 
were hundreds of sheep there, enough to feed Her for weeks, and they 
were so stupid. They would just stand there and feed as they were 
picked off, one by one. The others were quick to discover the 
firepelt 's new hunting ground, and they swarmed in to pick off the 
easy prey. 

But the sheep came with a heavy price. A two-legged creature suddenly 
came bursting out of one of the wooden structures with a mighty roar. 
It beat his brothers away with rocks and foreign silver claws that 
could pierce right through a dragon's scaly pelt. Those that did not 
leave, it killed. His brothers tried to fight back, but there were 
more of them, and they all carried different kinds of silverclaws, 
some more deadly than others. 

His brothers had retreated, five less than when they first arrived. 
But the Controller demanded food, and they had to obey. So, it became 
a war. They swarmed onto that hunting ground every night, always with 
a prize, and always suffering casualties. But what could they do? 

They had to press on. 

This was the only way the dragon knew: hunt, retreat, attack, and 
kill. The story of the terrible 'humans', as they called themselves, 
was passed on through the generations. The dragon was hatched and 
raised into this endless war, this fight for survival. He was taught 
how to hunt before he could fly. He was taught of the numerous human 
weapons, of their strengths and weaknesses. 

But the dragon was no longer under Her control. He had no need to 
hunt sheep. Even so, his brothers were dying. And so, the dragon 
found his purpose. He defended them, fighting against the humans and 
trying to help his brothers survive the battle each night. The 
human's gave him the name 'Night Fury', crying it out whenever they 
saw him. It was satisfying, for to hear the humans warn each other of 
his presence meant that he was a great help to his brothers. 

That wasn't the only job he had. Many times, both parents would be 
murdered or captured, and the dragon took it upon himself to look 
after the hatchling for the night, bringing it back to the nest at 
dawn and finding others of its own kind to raise it. 

Many a night would find him in some cavern or temporary shelter, his 
tail protectively encircling a sleeping, newly-orphaned hatchling, 
scanning the landscape for any sign of danger. Sometimes wolves, 
cougars, and snakes would try to make a snack off the defenseless 
creature, and the dragon was quick to ward them off. 

Because of these tasks he undertook, his brothers grew to know him. 

He was their protector. He fought for them, cared for them, and kept 
them safe as they struggled to survive, night after night. 

And so, time passed, and the endless cycles continued. Days became 
weeks. Weeks became months. Months became years. Still, the humans 
bred their prey. Still, the dragons hunted. Many lives were lost on 



both sides and, though it seemed the humans had the upper hand, his 
brothers almost always managed to cart off enough, but 
barely . 

Until, one day, decades later, on a hunt much like the others, the 
dragon got caught by surprise. Something was shot into the air, 
wrapping around him in mid-flight and restricting his movements. 
Unable to fly, he let out a terrified cry as he plummeted toward the 
woods with nothing to slow his decent. 

He crashed head on into a tree, snapping it in half with his force. 
His body plowed through the soft earth, scraping against twigs and 
digging a deep trench into the ground before finally skidding to a 
stop at the bottom of a small hill. 

Fury, terror, agony, and panic swirled together as he tried 
desperately to free himself. His efforts were in vain, however, for 
his front and back legs were tied together and to his wings. He only 
barely managed to roll a few feet before collapsing in exhaustion. He 
was helpless, frustrated, and in pain. 

All he could do was lie there and hope that one of his brothers would 
stumble upon him and set him free. After all, he'd done so much for 
them. Surly they would return the favor. Wouldn't they? Of course 
they would. 

With that somewhat comforting thought in mind, he slowly drifted off 
into a painful slumber. 

XXxxXXxxXXxxXX 

Pain. He was in pain. The pain never really stopped. It just sort of 
dulled for awhile, only to suddenly intensify to an overwhelming 
level, enough to pull him out of his slumber. He hated the pain. 

And the squirrels. He despised the squirrels! The pathetic, sad 
excuses for prey who thought it was great fun to scamper up and down 
his back while he was trying to sleep! 

And so, the night passed and the sun rose, dipping the treetops in 
molten rock and once-again bathing the landscape in vibrant colors. 

It also awoke the loud, and rather obnoxious birds. Yet the ebony 
dragon still managed to catch a few winks of sleep. 

Not long after dawn, he was awoken by a slight pressure on his front 
leg, one he instinctively shook off, refusing to completely wake up. 
After all, the squirrels had been bothering him all night. But then, 
he heard a started cry, followed by heavy breathing and footsteps. 
Waita€ 1 

Human footsteps! His jade eyes snapped open, instantly connecting 
with a pair of startled green orbs. It was a hatchling, at least a 
human version. What did they call them? Oh yes, 'boy'. It was a wiry, 
pathetic-looking thing, compared to some of the others he'd seen, 
with a mop of short, dusty-brown fur atop it's head. 

His eyes soon found the small silverclaw in its hands, and in that 
moment, he knew he was done for. A human with a silverclaw, even one 
without a silverclaw, would try to kill any dragon in sight, and he 
was unable to move, much less defend himself. 



As the 'boy' held the glinting tool in both hands, the dragon felt 
despair consume him. Noa€ 1 It couldn't end like this. This wasn't how 
he wanted to die. While he'd expected to die at the hand of a human, 
he had anticipated fighting a horrendous battle, slaying humans left 
and right and giving everything he had left in him until he could 
fight no more. 

This despair brought a dose of terror along for the ride, a feeling 
he'd not felt since he'd left Her presence for the last time. Since 
then, he had been unbeatable, untouchable even. The humans had never 
gotten close to him; he'd never once touched the ground through all 
of their raids. He'd never needed to. 

In fact, he'd barely felt the rock beneath his feet as an outcast. He 
spent nearly all of his time in the air, soaring above the clouds. He 
loved flying. The feel of the air, the weightlessness, the freedom. 
While he was up there, any problem or worry he possessed seemed to be 
whisked away with the wind. 

But now, here he was, grounded and immobilized, lying at the feet of 
the most pathetic human he'd ever had the misfortune of laying eyes 
upon . 

He was helpless. 

Completely at it's mercy. 

So what was taking it so long? The boy just stood there and stared at 
him. It was acting strangeaC 1 The dragon peered into the boy's face 
with interest, trying to discern its expression. It seemedaC 1 unsure . 
Unsure of what? The hesitation was gone as quick as it came though. 
The boys eyes suddenly hardened with resolve as it seemed to reach a 
conclusion. It started speaking in that strange language as it raised 
the silverclaw, pausing to repeat the statement to the dragon's face, 
this time with more force, as if it was trying to convince him of its 
previous statement. The boy clenched its eyes shut tight, raising the 
silverclaw high above its head and the dragon closed his eyes in 
defeat, waiting for the fatal blow that would end his long, yet 
well-lived existence. 

Silence. There was no sound except the pair's labored breathing. 

Well, that and the cheery commentary of those blasted squirrels, who 
seemed to mock him in his final moments! Seconds stretched to minutes 
and still the blow never came. And thena€ 1 

Snap! The dragons eyes flew open as he felt his restrictions loosen, 
turning in disbelief to find that the boy was using the silverclaw on 
his binds. The boys expression was unreadable, his eyes narrowed in 
focus on the task before him, which seemed to bea€ 1 freeing the 
dragon . 

In a matter of seconds, he could move again, and he immediately 
pounced on the boy, pinning it to a nearby boulder so that it would 
be unable to harm him. 

And for the longest time, the dragon studied this strange boy's 
terrified face, trying to comprehend why the boy had acted the way it 
did. It had released him. Didn't it know he was now free to kill it? 
So his instinct were demanding: Kill it before it kills you! And 



yeta€ 1 


The boy had already had it's chance at that. Yet it chose to free 
him. The dragon narrowed his eyes, wondering just what he should do 
with this odd human hatchling. A pathetic hatchling that didn't kill 
dragons . 

Thougha€ 1 It had raised it's silver claw in an attempt to do so just a 
moment ago. It had seemed determined to kill him. So what ' d stopped 
it? 


The boy was practically hyperventilating, trying to sink into the 
rock on which it was pinned. It's frantic green eyes darted back and 
forth, avoiding the dragon's dark, towering form, looking anywhere 
but at him, as though it were unwilling to look at the cause of it's 
demise . 

a€ 1 Just likea€lhe dida€ 1 

The dragon too had looked away, closing his eyes to accept his fate. 
This boy's demeanor was the furthest thing from accepting, 
buta€ 1 

The boy finally met the dragon's fiery green stare, shivering, almost 
whimpering, with pure, unbridled terror. Something gave way within 
the dragon at that sight. It was such a pathetic creaturea€ 1 It could 
do no harma€ 1 It hadn't, that much it'd proven. There was the 
possibility it would grow up to be a dragon slayer, and yeta€ 1 It 
hada€ 1 spared hima€ 1 

Slowly, the dragon came to a decision. He would kill this boya€ 1 but 
not yet. The boy was currently harmless, and had done nothing 
wrong . 

And the dragon only killed to defend. 

Unlike Her. He would never fall to Her level. 

This was not yet the boy's fight. Hopefully, it wouldn't have to be. 
Perhapsa€ 1 with a little guidancea€ 1 

The dragon raised it's head, showing his teeth as though to strike. 
Then, he slammed both his forefeet onto the ground on either side of 
the boy and let out his most ferocious roar. The birds tore from 
their trees in their haste to escape, and he was vaguely aware of the 
satisfying squeaks of alarm from the squirrels as they darted away 
like the cowards they were. 

The boy ducked his head and recoiled, trembling in fright, too scared 
to scream. Pathetic. Good. In his opinion, these woods could do with 
a few more pathetic humans. Perhaps, it would stay away from dragons 
now. Perhapsa€lhe had saved it from it's inevitable fate. 

Or perhaps he had motivated it to become the most ferocious dragon 
slayer to ever live and breath. The dragon snorted. Oh well, at least 
he'd tried. 

Satisfied, the dragon turned and flew triumphantly through the 
forest . 



And strait into a tree. Righta€lHis wings must've been more cramped 
than he'd thought. Scrambling to collect his scattered dignity, he 
took off once more. 


2 . Trapped 

**Me: IT LIIIIIIIIIIVES ! Yes, I am actually CONTINUING! I've decided 
not to finish my other stories first, but to work on this one as 
well. And boy, have I got some great ideas! I hope to be updating 
more often, and promise to get off my rear and actually WRITE during 
the summer! SooooaC 1 enjoy ! ** 

* *Disclaimer : The How to Train Your Dragon movie and it's characters 
belong to DreamWorks or whoever.** 

The dragon snarled and growled and roared as he tried for the 
hundredth time to fly out of the pit. As the sun rose in the sky, he 
flapped his massive, powerful wings heavily, jumping into the air and 
soaring forward. He lost his balance, crashing back down into the 
ground. No! Not again! Getting back to his feet, he tried another 
time. And another. And another. 

And every time, he crashed. Every time, freedom was just out of his 
reach. Every time, he got no more than ten feet in the air. Every 
crash seemed to pound the painful reality into his skull, but the 
dragon refused to listen, to acknowledge it. He just got back up and 
kept trying. He just had to be able to fly! 

However, he was soon forced to see the horrible truth. No matter how 
much he tried to deny it, it was still there. It mocked him with 
every painful crash. It taunted him every time he curled up to 
rest . 

One of his tailfins was gone. 

His steering was off. 

He could never fly again. 

Eor a moment, as the reality of his situation began to sink in, the 
dragon slowly lowered himself to the ground, curling up into a tight 
ball. He would never feel the wind rushing against him again. He 
would never soar above the clouds, never see the mystical lights that 
danced across the sky. 

He could no longer defend his brothers. The dragon moaned in agony as 
he watched the pieces of his life slowly come undone. He was going to 
die. Without his flight, the humans would have no trouble picking him 
off, adding him to the list of those they'd slain. This was it. It 
was over. He was useless. Purposeless. Helpless. 

Defenseless . 

No . 

Somewhere inside of him, a tiny flame flickered. It was a will. The 
will to survive. He was not defenseless. He was still strong and 
fast, even on the ground. And he could still breath fire. He could 
still do a whole lot of damage to the humans. He knew he would die, 
if he attacked them again. But he would die helping his brothers. He 



would die, so that they could live. He had no other purpose now. 
Nothing was keeping him on this world. 

a€l Nothing but the pit. He could not fly out of the pit. 

But he could climb. 

Not yet, though, he decided. He was still weak from his injuries, and 
the crashes hadn't helped. He was also exhausted from the day's 
events. So, he curled up to recuperate, his green eyes resting on his 
missing tailfin. This was his downfall. This destroyed his life. This 
killed him. 

But he wasn't dead yet. 

XXxxXXxxXXxxXX 

The dragon awoke, blinking the sleep out of his eyes as the sun began 
to set. He'd fallen asleep. Immediately, he sprang to his feet, his 
eyes darting in all directions, half-expecting a giant silverclaw to 
come flying at him. The area was silent. Huh. 

Shaking his head, he walked the stiffness out of his limbs, every now 
and then glancing over his shoulder, into the darkening corners of 
the pit. He absentmindedly wondered why the humans hadn't found him 
yet. Surely the boy had told them by now? No matter. He'd learned not 
to question the small blessings his life had to offer. 

This meant he had more time to get out. Good. Wasting no time, the 
dragon sprung at the rocky cliff face, digging his claws into the 
near vertical wall. He lost his grip almost instantly, falling with a 
cry of frustration, landing on all fours. Twice more he rushed at the 
wall and attempted to climb, clutching at the loose, gravely side and 
falling . 

Then, he looked up as at his greatest obstacle, panting heavily. 
Right. He'd have to be smart with this. He couldn't just rush at any 
random spot and climb his way out. He had to find the sturdy, slanted 
parts, the ones with plenty of roots he could wrap his claws around. 
He scanned the rock for awhile, searching for spots he could get at. 
After finding a few, he again attempted to climb, getting much higher 
than his previous attempts before falling. 

Then, he rested for a moment, his brow furrowed in thought. He may no 
longer be able to fly, but his wings were still powerful and could 
take him pretty high before he required the use of his missing 
tailfin. So, he crouched low, then leapt, flapping his wings to gain 
his height before landing on the rock wall. From there, he managed to 
climb several feet before falling again, catching himself with his 
wings and gliding across the small lake and back onto the 
ground . 

Once again, he leapt, his powerful wings beating the air as he pushed 
himself upward before latching onto the rock wall. His claw snagged a 
root, and for a moment, he continued his accent . Then, the root 
snapped and his claws scraped across the rock with nothing to support 
them. He fell, spreading his wings to slow his decent. 


Again, he leapt, flapped, fell. 



Ascend. Crash to the ground. 


Scramble upward. Be dragged downward. 

The stars began to appear, piercing the black fabric of the sky, and 
still he climbed. The world began to quiet, falling into a peaceful 
slumber, yet the dragon struggled on. His efforts were tireless, 
undaunted. He learned from his mistakes, calculated his best 
approach, and continued to climb. No attempt was wasted, no pathway 
unexplored. He was barely aware that the sun had started to 
rise . 

For hours he continued, his efforts fueled by a desperate 
determination. He refused to be trapped like this when the humans 
came to ambush him. He would not be helpless again! The boy was sure 
to return any moment now; he had to escape! 

Despite his determination, despite his best efforts, the dragon 
seemed to be getting nowhere. He was beginning to discover that the 
highest he could climb was a tree-length from the top. He never went 
higher than that, no matter how hard he tried. 

As the sun rose high, the dragon felt despair begin to drift toward 
him, swirling around him and attempting to settle inside him. He 
shook it off, but it was relentless, stubbornly refusing to release 
him from it's taloned clutches. The dragon attacked the cliff wall 
again, scrambling upward, his attempts fueled by desperation. 

Panic began to set in, dulling his common sense, and he leapt into 
the air, attempting to fly strait up the cliff. A second time he did 
this and a third, crying out in frustration as he fell to the ground 
again and again. In his anger, he shot a burst of flame with jutted 
across the ground in front of him before disappearing. 

He stood there for a moment, staring at his charred handiwork and 
breathing heavily. Then he peered up into the sky, beyond the cliff 
wall. It seemed to tantalizingly close, as though if he just reached 
up and spread his wingsa€lhe coulda€ 1 

Automatically, he spread his wings once more, taking off. For a few 
precious seconds, he soared through the air, the wind flowing across 
his back and underneath his wings. Then, his tail was suddenly swiped 
underneath him, turning him nearly upside-down. He landed on his 
shoulder with a sickening crash, sliding for a moment. He closed his 
eyes and groaned. 

This was where he was to spend his last days. He couldn't fly out of 
here, couldn't climb. His struggle was pointless; he could see that 
now. All he could do was to exist the rest of his days here, in this 
pit. Soon, the humans would come; surely the boy had long ago called 
them. He was trapped, grounded, uselessa€l 

And hungry. Very, very hungry. This last comment went through his 
mind as he watched two fish swim lazily in front of him. He hadn't 
eaten in three days. He was weak. If he was going to fight to the 
death, he wanted to have the strength to take a few of the humans 
with him. 

Quietly, he crouched at the edge of the pond, his eyes trained on the 
two silver fish. Righta€lthis should be easy. He snapped at first one 



fish, then the other, but they darted out of his hungry grasp. 


Huh. He now realized that fishing was a lot easier in flight, when he 
flew across the waters at their speed. He was going to have to work a 
bit harder for his meala€ 1 Snort ing, he settled down and waited for 
them to return. 

The ebony dragon lazily raised his head at the sound of something 
small skittering down the rocks. Immediately, his adrenalin spiked, 
and he narrowed his eyes, crouching low in preparation. 

The boy had returned. It was sitting on part of the cliff across the 
pond, just out of his reach. The dragon peered behind it, expecting 
to see a hoard of angry humans brandishing rocks and silver claws. 

The boy was alone. 

Huh. 0-kaya€ 1 ..The dragon returned his now-questioning gaze to the 
boy. It was staring at him, seemingly transfixed, mouth parted 
slightly. The dragon cocked his head in confusion, and was surprised 
when the boy did the same, almost in sync with him. 

If the boy didn't bring the others to slay him, than what did it want 
with him? It seemed content to just stare at him. It 

seemeda€ 1 curious . It was as though it had never seen a dragon before. 
Well, this was certainly an odd hatchling. He supposed, it seemed 
harmless enough. 

How long had it been sitting there? Had ita€ 1 seen the dragon's 
panicked attempts at freedom? He felt oddly embarrassed at that 
thought. He puffed himself up to his full height and growled in what 
he hoped was a threatening manner. The boy just sat there, blinking 
at him. Drat. 

For the hour or so, the boy sat back and watched him. It was getting 
rather irritating, so the dragon tried not to do anything of 
interest. However, even when he did nothing but lay there, the boy 
was transfixed. It seemed content to just sit there and stare at him, 
even as the sun began to disappear behind the horizon. 

The silence that filled the area held a strange comfort. Before the 
boy arrived, he'd been roaring and panting, fighting despair and 
depression. Now, he had his attention not on his circumstance, but on 
the intentions of the pathetic human hatchling, who was unlike any 
human he had ever laid eyes upon. Now, the dragon felt oddly 
content . 

Suddenly, the boy glanced up at the setting sun, and let out a 
strange little squeak, looking alarmed. He immediately rose and, 
after one last look at the dragon, bolted from his spot, seeming to 
disappear into the rock itself. 

Soon it was once again silent. However, the silence seemed to hold a 
feeling of restlessness, and the despair once again loomed in the 
shadows, waiting to pounce. The dragon could feel the boy's absence, 
and it made the pit feel empty. 

The dragon grunted as he settled down for the night, burning a circle 
in the grass to keep warm. Though he'd never admit it, the boy had 
given him a silent companionship, a comfort he hadn't felt since the 
last orphaned hatchling had been returned to the nest. As sleep began 



to dull his senses, he found himself wishing the boy would 
return . 


**Me: So, what did you think? Comments? Critiques? Do you want me to 
continue? If so, press the inspiration 
button . * * 
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End 
f ile . 



